THE YOUNG

lage. But the mayor and burghers were by no

means pleased with the gatekeeper. He might at
least have noticed a few words of the nephew's

speech; from that Ir would have easy to tell
of what nationality he and his uncle were. The

gatekeeper, however, declared that it was neither

French nor Italian, but sounded rather more like
English, for Indeed, if lie was not mistaken* the
\oung gentleman had said, "Goddam," In this
way the gatekeeper helped himself out of a dif-
ficulty and the new arrival to a name, for hence-
forth he was known in the village as "the young
Englishman.1"

But nobody saw more of the young English-
man than they had of his uncle. He did not ap-
pear at the bowling alley or in the tavern; but
in other ways he gave folks plenty to talk about.
For it often happened that in the bouse of the
Stranger, which had formerly been so silent, siidi
a horrible shouting and uproar would be heard
that the citizens would crowd the street in hor-
ror. They would see the young Englishman,
dressed in a red coat and green trousers, with
dishevelled hair and face of terror* running un-
believably swiftly past the windows, this way
and that, through all the rooms. The old for-
eigner would pursue him In a red dressing gown
with a hunting whip in his hand. Often be would
miss him, but sometimes it would seem to the
throng on the street that fie must have caught